For which he wept and cried and wrung his hand;
And in the bed the bloody dagger, and
The Lady Constance. Ah! What could she say?
For very woe her wits went all away.

King Alia was apprised of this sad chance,
And told the time, and where, and in what wise
Was found in a wrecked ship the fair Constance,
As heretofore you've heard my tale apprise.
But in the king's heart pity did arise
When he saw so benignant a creature
Fallen in distress of such misadventure.

For as the lamb unto his death is brought,
So stood this innocent before the king;
And the false knight that had this treason wrought,
He swore that it was she had done this thing.
Nevertheless, there was much sorrowing
Among the people, saying, "We cannot guess
That she has done so great a wickedness.

'Tor we have seen her always virtuous,

And loving Hermengild as she loved life/'

To this bore witness each one in that house,

Save he that slew the victim with his knife.

The gentle king suspected motive rife

In that man's heart; and thought he would inquire

Deeper therein, the truth to learn entire.

Alas, Constance! You have no champion,

And since you cannot fight, it's welaway!

But He Who died for us the cross upon,

And Satan bound (who lies yet where he lay),

So be your doughty Champion this day!

For, except Christ a miracle make known,

You shall be slain, though guiltless, and right soon.

She dropped upon her knees and thus she prayed:
"Immortal God, Who saved the fair Susanna
From lying blame, and Thou, O gracious Maid
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